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Rejoice, O Queen of heaven, rejoice!
Alleluia!

Th' angelic host lot thy sweet voico
Icad in triumphant hymns of praiso
For this most glorious day of days.

Alleluia I

For He whom thou in purity bore,
Alleluia

Is risen ; and the tomb no inoro
Can hold the faithful wl.o Trill rise
With songs of triumph to the ski03.

Alleluia!

Ho is risen ! Ho is risen !

Alleluia!
Broken is the dart: stone prison ;
Angels stand beforo the tomb ;

Easter light dibpels its gloom.
Alleluia !

Ho is risen. Ixud wo sing;
Alleluia!

But with anthems, upward wing
Plaintive minor rriea to thee,
"Oraiiro-nobiv- Star of the sea!

Alleluia.

AX EASTER BOEtfET;
OK,

Why Mrs. Philemon Kesterson
Was Worried.

BY KATE 31. CLEAR!".

OTJ haven't tried
a muflin, dear,"
said Mr. Kester-
son.JraFr "No," dismall-
y-

"2sor touched
your chop."

''No,"' more
dismally.

'"Nor tasted
your coffee."

"No," most
dismally.

It "was a verv
pretty room, that in which the Kester-
son s sat at hieakfast. A big Persian
rug partly covered the polished floor;
there were sash curtains of China silk
on the windows; the table was a mira-
cle of sno-- iness, sparkle, and tempting
viands ; a howl of violets stood on the
low, tiled mantel, and over on a broad
lounge in the baywindow kicked a lit-

tle dimpled, rosy baby, Philemon Kes-
terson, Jr.

"31 v love, what is the matter?''
"Oh, nothing I"
"You are ill, Augusta, or you are

worried. "Which is it V"

Mrs. Kesterson rolled between her
slim white fingers one of the ribbons
of her old-ros- e morning gown.

"I'm she replied, with
quite a pathetic tiemble in her voice.

"Well?" queried her lord.
"I haven't any money!" broke out

Mrs. Kesterson.
Philemon stared.
"Why, my dear Augusta, it is only

five days since you drew $30."
"I t know, darling; but I saw such

lovely faille selling at an absurdly low
price. I thought it would be swind-
ling you not to buy it. You'd have to
pay so much more, if I should happen
to need some in the future. Don't you
see, love?"

Mr. Kesterson put his hands in his
pockets and leaned back in his chair.
He had not been married long enough
to make him either callous or irritable
regarding requests for money.

"Well, no, my dear; I can't exactly
say I do. What is it you need?"

"A new hat to wear Easter Sunday."
Mr. Kesterson laughed. "Now, why

in the world do women always want a
new bonnet for Easter? I don't buy a
new hat because Lent is over. Well,
well, how much will the bonnet cost?"

"I don't Avant a bonnet," corrected
Mrs. Kesterson. "I want a hat. A
bonnet makes one look so old."

Philemon smiled benignautly on the
dimpled wild-ros- e face across the
table, and thought it would be a pecul-
iar head-dres- s n hich could impart to
its curves and color an appearance of
age.

"Well, a hat, then. How much?"
"I don't know, but I did see just the

very one T want. It was in Palmer's
window the loveliest hat, all sage-gree- n

velvet and surah, and the st

little curly tips."
Mr. Kesterson smiled more broadly.

He rose. He kissed his wife.
"Money is very scarce, my dear, but

I'll see ril see !" And ho shrugged
himself into his light spiiug overcoat
and betook himself dwn-tow-

If not exactly an old man's darling,
Mrs. Kesterson was the adored wife of
a man considerably older than herself.
But than she was barely 20.

It was quite a chilly morning, and
the draught circled through the car on
which Mr. Kesterson rode to his place
of business at a positively rheumatic
rate: but Philemon "vas oblivious of
such small discomforts. The con
scionsness of a kind deed contemplated
seemed to keep his feet as well as his
heart warm.

"Wonder if she thought me indiffer-
ent to her request. She'll know bet-
ter this evening. Won't she be de- -

lichted, though?" And ho rubbed his
bearded chin iu an ecstasy of anticipa
tion. Arrived at State street he turned
in the direction of Palmer's millinery
store. Within half a block of his des- -
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'TOU haven't touched your. CHor,

DEAR," HE SAID.

tination ho was startled by a slap on

the shoulder.
"Hallo, Kesterson! Where are you

bound for?" -

A reddish, glow, tho very parody of a

blush, passed over Philemon's honest
face Then ho recollected that Char-le- j

kent-wa- probably as indulgent a

husband as himself, because a much
more recent one.

"To tell you the truth, Kent, Fni
going to buy ray wife a bonnet no, a
hat."

Charley first laughed and looked
quizzical, then grew suddenly serious
as the possibility of his Dora being at
that moment sighing for suitable "head
covering occurred to him.

"Women always do want new bon-
nets for Easter, don't they ?"

From the standpoint of a longer mat-
rimonial experience, Philemon, with
decision, answered, "Yes."

"Funnv, ain't it?"
"Very."
"Guess ni go with you. How do

von know you'll get what your wife
will like?"

"That's as easv as rolling off a log.
She told me."

"Oh! Not a surprise, then?"
"No."
When the two gentlemen entered

Palmer's, Mr. Kesterson explained to
the saleslady who waited upon them
the particular features of the partic-
ular chapeau his wife desired. At
least, he endeavored to describe them.

"The color had two names," he said,
"and, though I can't exactly remember
them, I know I would if I were to hear
them again."

"Crushed strawberry?" she sug-
gested.

"No."
"Harrison blue?"
"No-o.- "

"Terracotta?"
Mr. Kesterson wiped his forehead.

He feared his friend was laughing at
him, and he was becoming desperate.

"Yes," he murmured, "I think that's
it terra cotta."

"Oh, then, this must be it," and she
brought from the showcase a trim little
bonnet.

"Has it tip3 ? She said the one she
preferred had tips."

"Dear me, yes," replied the sales-
lady, as she smilingly revolved the
bonnet before his ignorant eyes.

"All right, then. Give me a couple
of cards."

On one he wrote the address and on
tho other, "With my dear love. Phile-
mon."

"How much?"
"Twenty-fiv- e dollars."
Kesterson gasped, but ho went hero- -

BUYING THE BONNET.

ically down in his pocket and counted
out the sum.

"Think I'll take that one for Dora,"
said Kent, indicating an jesthetic hat
in the window. And when he had paid
for it and given the address ho and
Kesterson walked out and over to
Kinsley's, 'where on the strength of
their good deeds they treated them-
selves to a very choice luncheon.
Meanwhile the intelligent and dis-

criminating saleslady boxed and for-

warded Mrs. Philemon Kesterson's
terra-cott- a bonnet to that lady, but
inclosed Mrs. Philemon Kesterson's
caid with Mrs. Charley Kent's green
velvet hat.

"Not at home V"

"No, ma'am,bnt she will be soon.
Won't you step in and wait ?"

Mrs. Kesterson hesitated. She was
fatigued. The parlor beyond with its
ruby portieres, its sparkling little fire,
its general air of comfort and cosiness,
wa's most inviting. So she went in.

"Mrs. Kent said she would be back
by four," said tho servant, and then
sho drew the portieres and went away.
Mrs. Kesterson, seated by the piano,
pretty as a picture, in her moire street
suit, looked critically around the room,
as women have a trick of doing when
alone. Her glance fell on a peculiar- -

shaped parcel on the sofa. "A new
bonnet!" She got up and walked
toward it. "From Palmer's. Howl
should love to see it ! I believe I shall
take a peep. Dora and I are so inti-
mate she won't mind." So, according-
ly, two small gloved hands snapped
the cord, removed the paper, took off
the cover, and unswathed from its
tissue-pape- r wrappings a green velvet
hat all trimmed with surah and curly
tips.

"Oh!" she cried, "my hat!" For in
imagination it had already been hers.
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"ait hat!" she exclaimed.

She stooped to pick up the card which
had fallen on the rug. In blank as-

tonishment she read the line thereon.
In wild susjucion she d it. In an
agony of doubt, bewilderment, misery,
she perused it again. Her husband
had sent Dora the very hat she had de-

scribed to him! Hadn't she heard
minors of his having been attentive to
Dora long ago ? But now ! that was
his writing and his name! with his
dear love oh! But Dora would be
returning soon! In a feverish hurry
Mrs. Kesterson restored the hat and
card to their places in the box and
tied up the latter. Then she drew
down her veil, let herself softly out of
the house, and hurried home. There

she found awaiting her the terra-cott- a I

bonnet. "He didn't inclose any card
to me!" she commented, bitterly!
"Oh.no! Just sent me this ugly old
thing."

When Philemon, radiant at the pros-
pect of his reception, entered his home
that night he was confronted by a red-eve- d,

irresponsive, and resentful little
lady.

" W what is it, dearest ? Didn't vou
get the the hat?"

"No, Jdid'nt get the hat," retorted
his wife, with a stinging emphasis on
the pronoun, which was quite lost on
her innocent spouse. "I got a hideous
little bonnet."

"Wasn't it the one you described?"
queried Philemon, aghast.

A look of crushing scorn was the
only answer he received. That very
evening, as mute and miserable they
sat in the parlor, who should be usher-
ed in but Mr. and Mrs. Charles Kent.
And Mrs. Kent wore her new hat. Sho
to come ! And wear it ! The insolence
of it made Mrs. Kesterson grow white
as death. But what was that Charley
Kent was saying in that rollicking
voice of his?

"Look hero, Kesterson, the card you
wrote your wife y when we bank-
rupted ourselves on Easter bonnets,
they sent home in Dora's box."

"Eh?" cried Philemon.
Mrs. Kesterson gasped. The blood

canio back from her heart with, a rush.

IT EXPLAINED EVERYTHING.

She went up to Dora and began talk-
ing to her rapidly, cordially, affection-
ately. She could hear the gentlemen
jesting over the mistake, their pur-
chases, and her husband saying how
he had bought the wrong hat after alL
The evening passed delightfully.
Philemon looked at his wife in sur- -

prise. She was so full of vivacity, of
mirth. When the guests were gone
she went up to her husband, and lean-
ing over the back of the chair wherein
he sat bent and kissed him several
times.

"You dear old Phil! I waa cross
wasn't I? And I didn't

thank you for that beautiful bonnet !"
"But " stammered Kesterson.
"It is exactly the shade of the faille,

and I'll have my dress of that made up
right away. It is a charming bonnet !

You dailing boy!"
Beamingly Mr. Kesterson received

his delayed caresses. But he made up
his mind at that moment that one never
could understand a womau, and that it
was no use trying to do so. -

EASIER THOUGHTS.

Kneeling hesido her 'inid a kneeling throng
In tho dim twilight of the temple, whero
Ttfe Easter buds, scent laden, filled the air

With sweet aroma, and tho solemn song.
Low chanted, Coated through tho holy place,

I watched tho curtain of her melting eyes
Veil their soft radiance, and o'erthatfair face

Stole reverent stillness, as w ith gentle sighs
Sins from her'siuless.lips wero soon confessed.

(Ah, fairest saint, were all sins but as thine!)
Then lifting her whito forehtad from its pil-

lowed rest.
Turning her sad sweet visage, puro with thought

divine,
She murmured, bending toward mo as I sat,
"Charlas. Mrs. Smith yet wears her winter

hat!"

An Ancient Custom.
It is difficult to ascertain the precise

origin of the graceful custom so uni-
versal in Franco and Germany and
more or less prevalent throughout the
world of offering eggs at the festival
of Easter. The Persians give each
other eggs at the new year, the Rus-
sians and the Finns at the festival of
Easter. Among the Romans tho year
opened at Easter, as it did among the
Franks under the Capets. Mutual
presents were bestowed; and as the
egg is the emblem of the beginning of
all things, nothing better could be
found as an offeiing. The symbolic
meaning is striking; eggs aie the germs
of fecundity and abundance, and we
wish our friends all the blessing3 con- -

tained within the slender shell when
we offer this gift, whose fragility
represents that of happiness here be-

low. The Romans commenced their
repast with an egg, hence the pro-
verbial phrase, "Ab ovo usque ad
mala," and we still say, to express go-

ing back to the commencement: be-

ginning ab ovo.

The Bad Egg's Revenge.

it
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Tlie Simncl Cake.
A very curious old Easter custom in

Shropshire and Herefordshire, Eng-
land, is to make a rich and expensive
cake called a simnel cake. The cakes
are raised and the crust is made of
fine flour and water with enough saf-
fron to give it a deep yellow color. The
interior is filled with materials of a
very rich plum cake, with plenty of
candied lemon peel and other good
things. They are made up very stiff,
tied up in a cloth and boiled for several
hours, ajter which they are brushed
over with an egg and then baked.
When ready for sale the crust is as
hard as if made of wood, a circum-
stance which has given rise to various
stories of the manner in which they
have at times been treated by persons
to whom they were sent as presents,
and who had never seen one before,
one ordering his simnel to be boiled to
soften it, and a lady taking hers for a
footstool. Thev are made of different

EASTEB.
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Like a nwteor. largo and bright,
1 ell a golden seed of light
On the field of Chinraas night,

AVhen tho Babe was bom.

Then 'twas sepulchred in the gloom,
rui above His holy tomb
Flashed its everlasting bloom,

Flower of Easter morn.
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SOME EASTER FLOWERS.

A. Fwof the Many Blossoms Appropriate
to the Season.

ASTER-DA- the
glory of the Chris
tian year, is essen-
tiallyBIT'SpTOl &! a feast of
flowers. Highest
among them is the
lily of purity, em-

blem of the An-
nunciation to the
Maid blessed
among women,em- -

blem also of the glorious resur-
rection. Its beauty lies sleep-
ing in the dormant bulb; it is
the very prototype of the mor-
tal ivhich shall put on immor-
tality.

Every florist's window noy shows a
mass of "Easter lilies," a popular
name applied indiscriminately at this
season to several differing varieties.
The original "Easter lily" is Lilium
candidum, a native of the Levant, and
one of the oldest known species. It
displays a panicle of snowy flowers,
usually from fonr to eight in number,
buds and blossoms together. This
is the lily usually represented
in devotional pictures. Two other
varieties often referred to by the
same popular name as the preceding
are the trumpet and Bermuda lilies.
The first is noticeable not only for the
length of its blooms but also for its
firm texture and lasting qualities.
However, the Bermuda lily, which is
very similar to L. candidum, is now
grown more extensively than all the
.other sorts put together, in spite of
being rather lacking in substance.
The bulbs are inexpensive, being im-

ported from the West Indies, and tho
flowers are very readily forced. They
may be flowered by Christmas, while
other varieties are much later. For
forcing, the bulbs are potted in tho
autumn or early winter, beiug kept in
a cool plaje until the pots 'are filled
with roots; they are then biought into
a warm hoSse and treated to a gen-
erous diet. They flower from eight to
ten weeks after the change in tem-
perature. A house full of Bermuda
lilies is a glorious sight in the bitter
winter Aveather; everywhere straight,
shining foliage and proudly held stems
with a crown of buds and blossoms.
As soon as the bud unfolds the florist
removes tho anthers fiom the stamens,
lest the immaculate purity of the calyx
should be soiled by the fairy gold-dus- t

of its pollen.
Another Easter lily is the familiar

calla. It is not a lily at all, being an
arum. Our familiar
is one of its poor relations. The large
wIujo bract which apparently forms
the flower is ki reality the spath which
protects the true inflorescence, the
yellow spike in the center. This spike
is a close mass of tiny flowers. The
stately habit and fine foliage of tho
caa make it so decorative that it
never really goes out of fashion, like
lii any of its peers, for, alas! ficklo
fshion, Hike many of its peers, invades
ven the realms of nature, and the

flower of one season is relegated to
oblivion during the next.

While the lily typifies the glories of
the resuriecliou, passion-flower- s are a
symbol of the pain and sorrow of the
three great days. A devout fancy
makes every part of tho flower em-

blematic of the Passion ; the stigmas
represent the three nails, the anthers
the five wounds, and tho curious rays
of the corona the crown of thorns ; the
ten petals represent the ten faithful
apostles, the digitate leaves the hands
of the persecutors, and the curling ten-
drils their scourges. It is a beautiful
fancy, more suggestive of Gerardo or
Tradescant than of our modern botan-
ists, though they do vot all belong to
the Gradgrind school. ft

EASTER EGGS.

How to Color ami Decorate Tliom An
Ancient diatom.

HE custom of giving
eggs as present s
about Easter time is
ancient and wide-
spread, but its true
origin is lost in ob-

scurity.litr In England
it has been revived
of late years, and the
shops at Easter are
full of prettily dved

ornamental egga of all descriptions
and of various prices, many of the
more expensive ones containing valu-
able gifts. A basket or dish of freshly
noileu and colored real eggs placed on
the breakfast table on Easter morning
is, however, preferable to imitation
eggs, while the preparation of them
will give pleasure and occupation to
the younger members of the family.

There are many ways of coloring the
eggs ; logwood chips, if used in small
quantities, will cause the egg to assume
a port wine color, while if more chips
are added the eggs will be black. Jt
is impossible to say the exact quantity
of chips required, depending on the
quantity of water used, but it can easily
be ascertained when the liquid is suffi-

ciently dark by taking up a little in a
spoon before putting in the egg. For
brown egps, boil them in coffee; for
yellow eggs, in onion peelings. Cochi-
neal will make eggs any shade, from a
deep crimson to a lovely pink, accord-
ing to the quantity used. Another way
of coloring eggs is to wrap the eggs in
pieces of silk of different shades, place
them carefully in a saucepan contain-
ing plenty of warm water in which has
been dissolved a lump of common
washing soda, and boil for an hour:
then remove the silk covering and
allow the egg3 to cool gradually.
When sufficiently cool to hold in the
hand, rub each one over with a little
butter or pure lard, which gives them
a nice bright look. Be carefnl not to
crack the shells when boiling the
eggs, or the color will boil through
into the egg, thus spoiling it and
making it unfit to eat. .Eggs may be
made to assnme a sort of marble ap-
pearance by boiling them in a piece of
tartan silk or in several pieces of
colored silk sewn together and tightly
wrapped around the eggs. Bought
dyes, such as Judson's, .may be used as
well for coloring the eggs, but are not
MJ eileCXlYe inn urim., nut au aiuusui);

to use. A pretty effect may bo ob-

tained by daubing the eggs here and
there with grease before boiling them,
or dipping them into the boiling dye.
Wherovsr the grease is the dye does
not take, and therefore they come out
spotted or striped or with other de-

vices, as the case may be, or the name
of the intended recipient of the egg
may be written on it in the same man-
ner, when it will appear afterwards
quite distinct. In dyeing eggs care
should be taken to use only one spoon,
and that an old one; an old saucepan
should also be used, and will anwer
tho purpose perfectly if previously
thoroughly cleaned. Some of the
prettiest egg3 are coated with gold
and silver; this is not difficult to do.
Boil the eggs for an hour in plain
water only, then when quite cold rub
them all over with painters' size. Pro-
cure some gold or. silver dust, sueh as
bookbinders use, put it in a saucer or
plate, roll the eggs gently one at a
time till the egg is entirely covered.
Or the egg may be at first colored, and
a name, a date, or any other device be
put on in the same manner with the
size and dust. Gold aud silver leaf
can be used, if preferred, .instead of
tho dust, but are moro troublesome ta
manage.

AN EASTER EVENT.

BY S. A. HARRISON.

In tho hay-mo- under the hay,
Hiding the eggs for Easter Day.

Mamma wonders : "Tho hens don't lay ;
"Wo '11 not bae eggs for Easter Day."

Didn't know In tho mow wero Tom and Jay,
Hiding the eggs for Easter Day.

"Mino red !" said Alice. "Mino green," said May,
But not an egg Mas found that day.

For tho rogues had stowed them all away, '
Up in the hay-mo- under the hay.

"How warm and sunny," said littlo May,
"Let's go out in tho loft to play."

So thoy frolicked and tossed the hay;
"Look I" cried Alice. "A nest ! criod May.

"Boon a nest for many a day ;
Now vo'll have eggs for Kuitur Day."

Two boys, that oo, strolled in from play-Tho-

'twas Easter oe, they'd nothing to say

THE HISTORY OF EASTER EGGS.

T is said that most
things in this world
have their poetical as
well as their material
sido. What can be
m ore commonplacer.M 1 than an egg? But in
the French language

it claims an entire cookery-boo- k

to itself, and enters
into the simplest as well as
the most recherche of cui-

sines. It accompanies the
poor man's homely rasher and
furnishes the Parisian exquisite

i with his omelette soutfie at the
Trois Frerc3. Yet the egg in

all ages and in every country has been
the subject of poetical myths and
legends. Tho ancient Fins believed
that a mystic bird laid an egg on tha
lap of Wainaimon, who hatched it on
his bosom. He let it fall into tho water
and it broke; the lower portion of the
shell formed .the eai-th-

, the upper tho
sky, tho liquid white became the sun,
and the yelk the moon, Avhile tho littlo
fragments of broken shell weie changed
into stars.

COLORING ECJG.S.

The simplest way is to buy dyes of
different colors, that are to be found in
every drug store; but you must bo
sure to inquire for those which are not
j oisonous. All of you ma' not be able
to piocure t'lem. but there are many
other things tl at may be used, and
which produce very odd and pxetty
colors.

Onion peels and soot boiled together,
then strained, make a rich mahogany
color. This color will vary in shade
according to the quantity of each used.
One of tho prettiest ways to color
eggs is to procuro bright calico that
will fade, sew it closely around the egg,
then boil it. The exact pattern and
colors of the calico will bo transferred
to the egg.

MANUFACTURE OF IMITATION EGGS. -
The manufacture of imitation eggs

in sugar and pasteboard has becoino,
both in France and Germany, a source
of important traflie. In Paris, especia-

lly-; the splendor and luxury of tho
Easter eggs are almost fabulous. In
German- - the tastes of tho people aro
mote simple and their means moro
limited than those of their Gallic neigh-
bors ; consequently the cost of an Eas-
ter egg, even when most gorgeous with
colors and gilding, seldom exceeds two
or three gulden.

A Bail Egg.

'" J

It came to pass on Ea3ter Day
A bad egg went outdoors to play;

There happened along
A man with a thong.

And he drove Mr. Bad Egg away.

jXn Easter Card.
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Evzx the humblest toiler in the land

can resolve to live for a higher pur--
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